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Be not.disturb'd with my infirmity, .    .     .         . .." .    .

If you be pleas'd, retire into my cell,
And there repose: a turn or two? I'll, walk
To still my beating mind.

There will doubtless come a time when this prophecy
is -fulfilled; but .until the 'English language in its turn has
perished, in The Tempest lies, its greatest, achievement. -.